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their crops ravaged or reaped by the agas, the honor
of wives and daughters the sport of any Mussulman
ruffian who passed their way. One tall, gaunt old
woman, who had not spoken, but listened, with a
face like a stone, to all that the others replied, sud-
denly threw her ragged robe over her head and
burst into a tempest of tears. Another turned to roe
a stolid face, saying, " Gospodin ! we do not know
what a virgin is!" I saw enough of it before I had
finished to have made the world turn Turcopliobe.
And twenty years later we hear of the same fruits
of the same regime and, as I found then, Christian
statesmen who tolerate it.

I tried to penetrate to the scene of the fighting in
Herzegovina, but was on all sides warned that from
Grahovo it was impossible; it was necessary to
return to Eagusa. There I learned that a fight had
just taken place on the road between Trebinje and
Eagusa. There is a good carriage road between the
two cities, and, in company with two colleagues, and
under the guidance of a daring carriage driver, we
went to Trebinje. The plain between the frontier
and Trebinje is a waste of limestone crags and blocks,
scattered as if after a combat of Titans, a miserable
stunted vegetation springing between the rocks,
capable of hiding thousands of men within a rifle-
shot from the road, and, as we found, actually hiding
a good many. But word had been sent before by
our friends the patriots, and we only caught a glimpse
of one insurgent, and saw one dead Turk, a victim
of the last skirmish, whose body the garrison had
not dared come out to bury.